We all love a fight! Even the most Jesus-crazed person can enjoy a good beat down under the right circumstances!
My mother has a belief that the most dangerous fighters you can meet are the unexperienced.
I personally argue the opposite because, as a great fighter once said 
"I fear not the man who has practiced ten-thousand kicks once, but the man who practiced one kick ten-thousand times!"
and in the scenario I am about to tell you, wiser words could hardly be given!

I remember at some point in my second year of High School and it was coming around Christmas that there came a "fight" between...
We'll call these two Ron and Minnesota. Ron said something and Minnesota smacked his Santa Hat off. 
Well, Ron, being the tough guy he thought he was, he picked up the hat, put it back on his head, and said "don't touch my hat again". 
Of course, Minnesota slapped it off again, and Ron had enough. 
It's worth noting these two were not tough, but they did talk the talk, akin to a chihuahua.
They got into a fighting stance and... threw both the world's weakest and most inaccurate punches at the same time. 
It was quite comical to watch and they were swinging like a foot and a half above each other's heads.
That's not an exaggerating either, it may be an inch or two shorter than I'm describing it, but I'd say no less than that. 
Literally the only punch that landed was at the teacher when he tried to break up a fight that, in my opinion, never even started. 
Hell, even the teacher seemed unaffected. Eventually they both went to the office and that's where the story ends